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The Tugtdy • 

I can.no longer bold me patiënte 

Heafe ’me you wrangling pirates that fall out, 

I fhaking out that which you haue pild firotn me 5 
Whieh ©f you tremble not that lookc on me ? 

' Tfnót, that I being Queene , you bow likclubiefts. 

Yet that by you difpofd , you quake like rebels- •" 

O gentle villaine , doe not turnc away. 

Glo. Foule wrinkled. witch,what mak’ ft thou in nyfight?- 
Jgji. Mar. But repiticion of what thou haft mard, 

That wiil I make-, before I let thee goe :• 

A husband and a fonne thou oweft vnto-me. 

And thou a kingdome , all of you alleagence.: 

The forrow that I haue by rightis yours, 

And all the pleaïures you vlurpe , is mine. 

Cjlo» The curie my noblc father layd one thee* 

When thoudidft Crownehis warlikebroweswith paper,' 
And with thy fcorne drewriuers from hiseyes, 

And then to drie them , gau'ft the Duke a clout 
Stecptin the blcod ofpritty Rutiard : 

His curfes then frbm bitcmelfe of foule, 

Benounc’d againftthee, are 'fallen vpon thee. 

And God , not we , hath plagued thy bloody deed. 
jQu. So iuft is God to rite the innocent* 

Hatt.O twas the fouleft deed toftay that Babe, 

And the moft mercilcfte. thateuer washeardof. 

Mi. Tyrants thcmfelues wept when it wasreported, 
Der/No manbut pröpheficd reuenge for-k,' 
'Buc.Nonhnmbertur.il then prefent, wept to feeit- 

CKMar. What ? were you fnarling all before Icame, 
Ready to catch eaeh other by the throat,, 

And turne younow your hatred now on. me ? 

Did Tor kei dread curiepreuaile fo muchwith heauen, 1 
That Henriet death my Iouely Edwards death, 

Their Kingdomes loft my vvoeftillbaniftiment, 

Could all but anfwere-for that pecuilli brat ? 

Can curies pearce the Clouds, and enter heauen ; 
Whythen giuewayduü Clouds tomyquicke curies : 

If not by warre, by ftirfet die your King. 

As ours by murder to make hitna King. 
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o/Richard the Thlrd. 

EdvArd my fonne, which now is Prince of Wales, 
por Edward my fonne, which was the Prince of WaUs % 
Died in bis youth by like untimely violence, 

Thy felfe a Queene, for me that was a Queene, 

Out-liue thy glory, like my wretched felfe : 

Leng mayft thou liue to waile thychildrens Iofle, 

And^ec another,as I fee thee now 
Deckt in thy glory.asthou art ftald in mine: 

Leng dye thy happy dayes before thy death. 

And after many lengthned houres of griefe, 

Dye neyther mother, wite,nor SngUnds Queene, 

Riffen and T>orfet, you were ftanders by, 

And lb vvaft thou-Lord Haflings , when my fonne 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him. 

That none of you, may liue your naturall age, 

But by fome vnlookt accident cut off. 

Glo . Haue done thy charme thou hatefull yyithered hag. 
QMar. And Icatie out thee?ftay dog for thou iballheare 
If heauen haue any gricuousplagueinftore, 

ExceedingthofethatIcan wifh vpon thee: 

O let them keepe it ti'Il thy linnes be ripe. 

And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee the troubler ofthepoore yvorlds peace: 

The worrne of confcience ftill begnavvthy foule, 

Thy friends fufpe& for traytors whilft thou liueft. 

And takedeepe traytors for thy deareft friends, 
Nofleepeeloie vp thedeadly eyes of thine, 

Vnlelfe it be whilft fome tormenting dreame 
Affrights thee with a heil of vgly diuels, 

Thoueluifh markt, abortiue rooting hog, 

Thou thatwaft feald in thy natiuity 
The flaue ofnature, and the fonne of heil, 

Thou flander of thy möt hers heauy wombe, 

Thou loathed ifl’ue of thy fathers loynes, 

Thou rag of honeur,thou detefted, &c. 

, Glo. Margrtt. 

QNMar. Richard. Glo . Ha ? 

Q. Mar. I call tbee not. 

Glo.lhca cry thee mercy: for I had thought. 
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